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CHAPTER 1 

	EXECUTION AT DAWN

	

	Scene 1: Lyra is Captured and Brought to the Execution Square

	The stone circle loomed ahead, its cold, jagged edges a reminder of all the pain she had suffered. Chains rattled with every step she took, digging into her wrists as the guards dragged her forward. Her body ached from the brutal beating she’d endured, the blood from her last fight drying on her skin. Lyra Ashwood, daughter of the traitor Rowan, was brought to the execution square with the crowd waiting in breathless anticipation.

	Her eyes flitted over the silent assembly wolves of Silverpine, her father’s former pack, now ruled by the man who had betrayed her and slaughtered her father. There was no escape now. They had caught her. They had beaten her down. The only thing left was death.

	But she wouldn't go quietly.

	

	Scene 2: Lyra Reflects on the Past 5 Years

	Five years of running. Five years of gathering the pieces of her shattered life. Five years of surviving in the wild, forming an army from rogues and survivors, all united under one goal: revenge. Every night, she had lain awake in the dark, haunted by her father’s death, the memories of his cold body lying in a pool of his own blood.

	And now, she was here, standing in the same square where her father had bled out. The irony was not lost on her. Her father's blood had soaked these stones; now, hers would, too.

	“Five years…” Lyra muttered under her breath, a bitter laugh escaping her lips. “Five years to end up here.”

	Scene 3: The Crowd Gathers to Witness Her Execution

	The whispers of the crowd buzzed like a swarm of angry bees. Lyra kept her head high, her eyes scanning the sea of faces. Some were filled with hatred, others with pity. But there was no room for either. She was here for one reason: to die.

	She had expected this moment for so long. Yet, now that it had come, she was strangely calm. The cold air bit at her skin, the rising sun casting long shadows across the square. Her heart beat steadily in her chest, and with each thud, she felt the weight of her decisions, the choices she had made.

	They wanted to watch her die. But they would not see fear in her eyes.

	Scene 4: Alpha Damon Blackthorn Arrives

	The silence fell like a heavy blanket, the crowd parting as the alpha arrived. Tall, dark-haired, and powerful, Damon Blackthorn stood at the edge of the execution square. His presence was a force of nature, a predator whose eyes could strip the soul bare. Once, he had been a friend, a protector, even. Now, he was the one who would end her life.

	His gaze locked onto hers, and for a moment, Lyra saw the flicker of something deep in his eyes, a flicker of the man he once was. But it was gone in an instant, replaced by the cold, ruthless alpha she had come to hate.

	Scene 5: Lyra Exchanges Harsh Words with Damon

	“Lyra Ashwood,” Damon’s voice cut through the heavy silence, cold and authoritative. “You stand accused of leading rogues against Silverpine Pack, theft, assault, and rebellion against your rightful alpha. How do you answer?”

	Lyra lifted her chin, meeting his gaze with burning fury. “You’re a coward, Damon. A murderer. You killed my father in his sleep and stole his throne.”

	The words hit like a dagger, but Damon showed no sign of emotion. His face remained a mask of indifference, but there was a flicker of something deeper in his eyes, maybe? She couldn’t tell.

	“You’re a traitor’s daughter, and your rebellion ends here,” Damon said, his voice unwavering as he took a step forward.

	Scene 6: Damon Begins the Execution Ritual

	The ceremonial blade glinted in Damon’s hand, its edge catching the first light of dawn. Lyra’s breath hitched as the blade was drawn, but she refused to flinch. She was going to die today, but she would not beg for mercy.

	Damon stepped closer, his shadow falling over her. She could feel his presence like a weight pressing down on her chest, but she held her ground. She had no fear. She would die with her pride intact.

	

	Scene 7: Lyra Faces Her Death with Defiance

	As the blade hovered above her throat, Lyra closed her eyes, thinking of her father. She had failed him. She had failed to avenge his death, to reclaim their pack, to protect the wolves who had trusted him.

	But at this moment, she was free. She would not show fear. She would not show weakness. The traitor’s daughter would go to her death standing tall.

	Scene 8: Damon Hesitates as He Breathes in Her Scent

	The air shifted. Damon inhaled deeply, his eyes closing for a fraction of a second, as if he were sensing something just beyond his control. His hand trembled, the blade shaking slightly.

	Lyra’s heart skipped a beat. Something was wrong. She could see it in his face, the confusion, the hesitation. Why was he hesitating? She had expected him to kill her without a second thought.

	His eyes locked onto hers, and in them, she saw the recognition. The flicker of a bond awakening that he could not deny.

	Scene 9: The Mate Bond Awakens Between Them

	The world seemed to stop. Lyra’s pulse quickened as an unfamiliar sensation washed over her. It started deep in her chest and spread outward, a pull toward Damon that made her skin prickle. Her wolf stirred inside her, anxious and confused.

	Damon’s eyes glowed amber for a moment, and she felt the bond snap into place, like a chain wrapping around her heart. It was a bond she couldn’t break, no matter how much she hated it.

	Her mate. It was impossible. He was the man who had killed her father. How could this be happening?

	Scene 10: Damon Invokes the Ancient Pack Law

	The ceremonial blade clattered to the stone, forgotten. Damon took a step back, his breathing ragged as he tried to process the overwhelming force of the mate bond. His wolf howled inside him, desperate and wild.

	“I invoke the right of prisoner mate,” Damon’s voice rang out, echoing across the square. “Pack law grants an alpha the right to claim a captured enemy as mate rather than execute them.”

	The crowd gasped in shock as the weight of his words settled over them. Lyra’s mind reeled. She could feel the mate bond anchoring her to him, refusing to let her die as she had intended.

	“No,” she whispered, her voice raw. “I refuse.”

	But Damon’s decision was final. The pack law had been invoked, and she would live as his mate.



	
CHAPTER 2 

	THE PRISONER MATE

	
	Scene 1: Lyra is Taken to Damon’s Private Chambers, Still in Chains

	The guards hauled Lyra through the hallways, her chains dragging on the cold stone floor. Her heart hammered in her chest as she struggled against their grip, but it was no use. She was bound, physically and now, seemingly, by fate. The cold stone walls of the packhouse felt like a prison already, and she had not even stepped into her new "home" yet.

	Her mind raced, consumed with rage and disbelief. Her father’s murderer and her mate had just sentenced her to live. To live with the man who had destroyed everything she had once held dear. Lyra clenched her fists, the chains biting into her skin, a reminder of the cruel twist of fate that had bound them together.

	The guards opened a large door and shoved her inside. She stumbled but caught herself, looking around the lavish private chambers with disdain. This was Damon’s world now, and she was a prisoner in it. The soft bed, the intricately carved furniture, and the large fireplace mocked her as she stood there, shackled, alone.

	Scene 2: She Struggles Against Her New Reality, Enraged and Confused by the Mate Bond

	Lyra paced furiously across the room, her movements sharp and erratic. Her breath came in ragged gasps, fueled by a mix of anger and confusion. The mate bond was a foreign weight, one she could not understand or accept. She refused to believe that it could be real.

	"No. This can't be happening," she muttered to herself, her voice trembling. "I’m not his mate. Not after everything."

	Her father’s death, the betrayal, the countless nights she spent plotting his revenge all of that had been for nothing. Because now she was tied to him, to Damon. She could feel the bond deep in her chest, a tether to the very man she despised. It burned with every heartbeat, but she could not acknowledge it.

	The fire that had burned in her heart for years, the need for revenge, was now replaced by a sense of helplessness. She wasn’t just a captive. She was marked. Damon's mate.

	Scene 3: Damon Watches Her, Conflicted, as He Grapples with His Newfound Feelings

	Damon stood by the door, watching her with quiet intensity. His face was unreadable, but Lyra could see the conflict in his eyes. She could see how torn he was, how this new bond had shattered the cold mask he wore for so long.

	He stepped into the room slowly, his presence overwhelming. He was tall, his dark hair falling just over his shoulders, his shoulders squared, and his movements measured. He had always been a predator, but now, it seemed, even he was at a loss.

	"I know you're angry," Damon said, his voice low and steady, but there was a flicker of something softer in his eyes. "But we need to figure this out, Lyra. I didn’t want this. I didn’t ask for it."

	Lyra shot him a venomous glare. "You think I wanted this?" she hissed. "You murdered my father! You took everything from me, and now you expect me to just accept being your mate?"

	Damon’s jaw clenched as he stepped closer, but he didn't touch her. He only stood there, allowing her to lash out with her words.

	"I never wanted this life," he murmured, his voice tight with frustration. "But this bond... It's something that can't be ignored. It’s not something I can control either."

	Scene 4: Lyra Refuses to Accept the Mate Bond, Feeling Betrayed by Fate

	Lyra’s chest heaved as she took a step back, still holding her ground. She could feel the bond pulling at her, a constant reminder of her new reality. But she wouldn't give in. Not now.

	"I don’t care what the bond says," she spat, her voice trembling with rage. "I will never accept this fate. I’d rather die than live as your mate."

	Damon looked at her for a long moment, the weight of her words settling between them. She saw the flicker of pain in his eyes, but it only fueled her anger.

	"I won’t be your prisoner, Damon," she said, her voice steady despite the chaos inside her. "I refuse to be bound to you in any way. You may have killed my father, but you won't control me."

	His eyes softened for a moment, his wolf stirring inside him, but he did not argue. "You’ll have to understand, Lyra," he said quietly. "Pack law demands I protect you, but it doesn’t make this any easier for me either."

	Scene 5: Damon Offers Her Protection, Warning That Her Survival Now Depends on Obeying Pack Law

	Damon’s tone hardened as he shifted slightly, standing taller, the full weight of his alpha presence pressing down on the room. "Whether you like it or not, you’re under my protection now. Pack law demands that I keep you safe, even if you refuse the bond."

	Lyra’s eyes narrowed. "And what happens if I don’t obey?" she challenged, her voice filled with defiance.

	"If you don’t obey," Damon said, his voice cold, "then your survival becomes a gamble. Pack law is absolute. Disobeying me, refusing the bond, can lead to punishment. Not by me, but by the pack itself."

	Lyra's heart raced at the realization that she wasn’t just at Damon’s mercy she was at the mercy of the pack. But she wouldn't let that scare her. She had been surviving on her own for years; she could do it again.

	Scene 6: Lyra Tries to Escape the Chambers, but Damon’s Guards Stop Her

	That night, as the dark clouds covered the moon, Lyra’s mind was set. She wouldn’t stay here. Not like this. She would escape. She had to.

	She waited until the guards outside her door grew distracted, then bolted for the window. But as soon as she reached the door, strong hands gripped her arms, pulling her back inside with a force that left no room for resistance.

	"Where do you think you're going?" one of the guards growled, his eyes cold as he threw her back against the wall.

	"I won’t be your prisoner!" Lyra snapped, struggling against their grip.

	"You’re not going anywhere," the guard replied, his voice dark. "Alpha Damon’s orders."

	Scene 7: Marcus, Damon’s Beta, Questions Damon’s Decision, Urging Him to Reconsider the Mate Bond

	The next day, as Damon entered the chambers, his beta, Marcus, was already waiting for him. His eyes were narrowed with concern as he regarded the alpha.

	"Are you sure about this, Damon?" Marcus asked, his voice low and filled with uncertainty. "Allowing her to remain as your mate... it’s dangerous. You’ve seen the way she looks at you. She’s no ally."

	Damon's jaw clenched, his gaze darkening. "I don’t have a choice," he muttered, rubbing his temples. "The bond... it’s real. I can’t deny it, no matter how much I want to."

	Marcus pressed on, not backing down. "But she’s a traitor’s daughter. She’s a symbol of everything we fought against."

	"I know," Damon replied, his voice a mix of frustration and resignation. "But I’ve been given no choice in this matter."

	Scene 8: Lyra’s Hatred for Damon Grows, But She Reluctantly Accepts Her New Captivity

	Lyra sat on the bed, her mind spinning with anger. She had failed. There was no way out. She was trapped in this packhouse, bound by the very man she hated.

	The mate bond still pulsed between them, like a second heartbeat, and no matter how much she tried to push it away, it only grew stronger.

	She could feel his presence, even when he wasn’t near. Every thought, every flicker of emotion, now shared between them. It sickened her. How could she ever accept this? How could she ever trust him again?

	But deep down, beneath the anger, she knew she had no choice. She was bound to him whether she liked it or not.

	Scene 9: Damon Reflects on the Bond, Torn Between His Duty and His Wolf’s Desires

	Later that evening, Damon sat in his study, staring into the fire, the crackling flames illuminating his conflicted face. His wolf was restless, demanding to be near Lyra. Every time he thought of her, he felt the bond pulling at him, reminding him that she was his.

	He closed his eyes, recalling the moment in the execution square, the hesitation, the recognition in her eyes. His wolf had known what he hadn’t wanted to accept: Lyra was his mate.

	But could he protect her? Could he trust her?

	Scene 10: Lyra Plots Her Escape, Vowing to Take Revenge on Damon and the Pack

	That night, Lyra lay awake, her thoughts racing. She refused to give up. She wouldn’t be his mate. She

	
	